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Wednesday, February Day, Candlemas Eve
Sarah Whitney came to my rooms this evening for an old pair of
trousers I had promised her. She told me that Mrs. Jones, the
jockey's wife at the corner, had a fortnight ago left some linen drying
out on the churchyard hedge all night having forgotten to take it in.
By morning Mrs. Jones declared two pairs of drawers and a
'shimmy' had been stolen, and her suspicions fell on some of the
neighbours. She and her husband consulted the ordeal of the key
and Bible (turning the key in the Bible). The key said, 'Bella
Whitney'. Then Jones the jockey went to the brickyard and got
some clay which he made into a ball. Inside the ball he put a live
toad. The clay ball was either boiled or put into the fire and during
the process of boiling or baking the toad was expected to scratch the
name of the thief upon a piece of paper put into the clay ball along
with him. Some other horrible charm was used to discover the
thief, the figure of a person being pricked out on a piece of clay. It
is almost incredible.

Friday, 3 February

This evening we had our 4th Penny Reading. The room was
fuller than ever, crammed, people almost standing on each other's
heads, some sitting up on the high window-seats. Many persons
came from Hay, Bryngwyn and Painscastle, Numbers could not
get into the room and hung and clustered round the windows out-
side trying to get in at the windows. The heat was fearful and the
foul air gave me a crushing headache and almost stupefied me. I
recited Jean Ingelow's 'Reflections* and my own 'Fairy Ride'.

Saturday, 4 February

I hear that last night there were some 60 people standing outside
the school during the whole time of the Readings. They were
clinging and clustering round the windows, like bees, standing on
chairs, looking through the windows, and listening, their faces tier
upon tier. Some of them tried to get through the windows when
the windows were opened for more air.
Monday, 6 February

I looked out at dawn. The moon -was entangled among light
clouds in the North and made a golden maze and network across
which the slender poplars swayed and bowed themselves with a
solemn and measured movement in the west wind.